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Summary: 


It's amazing how one slip up in a conversation can change 
everything. 


Freudian Slip 


Author's Note: 


This is just 2947 words of thinly veiled complaints 
about the California heat. If y’all can’t tell from this 
fanfic, I fucking hate it here. I mean like, I love the 
heat and being warm but I don’t like how my body 
can’t handle it for more than half an hour without 
feeling like death. Pro-tip: Never move to California 
kids. I hope y'all enjoy this! 


Also side note before this starts: This is set probably 
about 6-7 years after season 3. I know Baja Blast did 
not exist in the 90s but I needed a cool nail polish 
color name and I refuse to change it. 


“Guys, we need more milk!” 


The cool air of the fridge was a welcome sensation. It had reached 
104 degrees earlier and it was only mid June—damn that California 
sun. It was the kind of heat that had one stripping down to almost 
nothing, laws on nudity be damned. Steve groaned and rested his 
forehead against the cheese drawer. 


“You okay?” Jonathan’s concerned voice entered the kitchen. 


“Hot.” Steve stood straight and shut the fridge. “You and Nance 
might be used to this but I only came here last year.” 


“How will you survive?” Jonathan asked, his lips curving into a 
smile. Steve flipped him off, feeling a grin pulling at his own lips. 
“Anyways, Nance just told me Mike and Will are visiting this 
weekend, so we’re going grocery shopping.” 


“No,” Steve whined. “Don’t you dare make me go outside, Byers.” 


“We can go to the pool after.” Jonathan twirled his car keys on his 
finger. “Come on, I know you don’t have any deadlines today. I’ll get 
you ice cream.” 


“Bribing me, huh?” Steve glanced at the computer in the living room, 
his half-finished manuscript on the screen. After high school, he’d 
drifted a bit between jobs, unsure of what he wanted to do. Then one 
day, Robin had slapped a writing contest application down on the 
table in front of him. 


“What am I supposed to do with this?” He asked. 


“Fill it out. Write a story. You’re always so detailed when telling me about 
something. You’d be a great author Steve, though it pains me to 
compliment you.” Robin said, sliding into the booth. Steve studied it for a 
long time before responding. 


“This is for a horror story contest.” 
“Yup. They say write what you know, right?” 


And that had been that. Steve had won the contest, started writing 
more stories inspired by the Upside Down, and submitted them to 
journals, newspapers, contests, just about anything he could. A year 
later, he got a call back from a publishing company. Two years after 
that, he’d moved out to California, where Jonathan was working as a 
VFX artist with his fancy NYU degree and Nancy was going for her 
Master’s in Journalism at Cal State LA. It was supposed to be a 
temporary situation, just a couch to sleep on while he figured out his 
life here, but 10 months later, the apartment’s guest room had 
officially become Steve’s room. 


“Well?” Jonathan was still waiting for an answer by the door, 
twisting his keys around his fingers. 


“Fine,” Steve sighed. He'd do anything for Jonathan, not that the 
other man needed to know that. “But! I’m wearing these shorts and 
there’s nothing you can do about it.” 


He grabbed his wallet off the kitchen table, double checking that it 
had some money in it, and they left the apartment. The intense heat 
hit him like a wall of suffocating death, and Steve was glad he’d put 
on the thin, loose shorts this morning. Who knew a birthday gag gift 
could be so useful? 


“One day,” Jonathan said as he slid into the car, hissing at the 
burning of the leather seats, “Those will go missing under mysterious 
circumstances.” 


“Great, new novel idea,” Steve said, grinning as he carefully arranged 
his legs so that no skin was touching anything but air. It was a bit 
difficult, given that the shorts barely covered his ass, and he ended 
up with his knees bent awkwardly with his feet up on the bench seat, 
but it worked. “You wouldn’t dare though, you’d miss the sight of 
Nance in them.” 


“J—” Jonathan’s face burned red as they pulled out onto the road. 
“No. That’s, that’s not. No.” 


“Aw, embarrassed your girlfriend sometimes steals your roommate’s 
booty shorts?” Steve teased, fiddling with the air conditioning dial. It 
didn’t always work, but if he twisted it just right, it would sometimes 
give a nice blast of cool air. 


“Don’t call them that,” Jonathan said, flipping him off. Steve smirked 
and leaned forward into Jonathan’s peripherals, raising his eyebrows. 


“Would you prefer buttocks briefs? Cheeky chaps? Fun fanny 
fanagaloos?” 


“God, shut up,” Jonathan said with a grin as Steve cackled. “Just call 
them pants, dumbass.” 


“Never,” Steve vowed, relaxing back in his seat as the AC finally 
started to work. 


The store was only a short drive away, thank goodness, and Steve 
made a mad dash for the front entrance as Jonathan locked the car 
doors. There is nothing on Earth that can compare to the beautiful 
blast of freezing Safeway air at the height of summer. 


Steve grabbed a cart and balanced on the foot bar while he waited for 
Jonathan, sticking his tongue out at his roommate’s disapproving 
look. He was a grown man of 26 years and if he wanted to pretend 
his shopping cart was a skateboard, he was well within his rights to 
do so. Jonathan’s list was fairly short, and Steve followed him 


around, vetoing and adding items as they made their way around. 


"Steve, that stuff is going to kill you someday," Jonathan said as Steve 
added multiple packs of Twinkies to the cart. 


"Nah, I'll be too stuffed with preservatives for that to happen." Steve 
put a few back though, knowing that Jonathan was probably right. 
Twinkies weren't the healthiest snack option. 


"Nance wants us to pick up some new nail polish too. Mike doesn't 
like any of her colors." Jonathan frowned down at the wrinkled paper 
in his hand. "What the hell kind of color is 'Baja Blast This Ass'?" 


"Guess we'll find out," Steve said, steering the cart towards the 
cosmetics section. "Can't believe the kid is making us buy a whole 
new bottle for him just for the weekend though." 


"It might be a bit longer than that, Nance isn't sure." Jonathan 
frowned at the shelves, squinting as he leaned in closely to examine 
the labels. Steve tried not to stare as he bent down to the lower 
shelves. The little crush he’d harbored on Jonathan (and Nancy) since 
they’d graduated was never going to go anywhere, he knew that. 
Didn’t stop him from longing though. "They're road tripping the 
entire country this summer. I don't think they'll finish though, if it's 
taken them 3 weeks to get from Montana to California. Hey, can you 
read this one?" 


"Mmmm, maybe," Steve said, grabbing the bottle from Jonathan. His 
eyes focused on the tiny letters—Pretty in Pink Rose—and he shook 
his head, handing it back. "Nah, wrong one. What's Will doing now 
anyways? With Mike in school and all?" 


"According to Nance, distracting Mike from his work with 
videogames, videogames, and more videogames." Jonathan held a 
bottle up to the light. "Aha I think this is it." 


"You need glasses, that clearly says Lavender Surprise," Steve said, 
snatching the bottle away. "I think Baja Blast is blue, if it's Mike's 
favorite. They're that color in most of the photos he sends. And, by 
the way, sounds typical for a Wheeler-Byers duo." 


"I'd say me and Nance are more sex than videogames. And she's 
actually passing her classes. Mike had a D in Chemistry this semester. 
Don't you dare say it." 


Steve shut his mouth, holding back the joke. "Fine. I won't. I'm a bit 
jealous of you and Nance, honestly. Listening to you two all the time 
gives a guy needs." 


And oh, that's really not how he intended to word it. Definitely what 
he meant but definitely not what he meant to say. 


"Huh?" Jonathan's eyebrows were a perfect V as he frowned at Steve. 
"You don't...leave...the apartment?" 


"Uh." Steve felt his face burn as he grabbed a random blue nail polish 
that looked like it might be the right shade and started pushing the 
cart to the front, suddenly feeling the need to get out of here as fast 
as possible. "No. I try not to listen. Not always successful, sorry. You 
guys are really loud." 


"And...you don't mind that?" Jonathan asked. Steve shrugged. 
"Nope. It’s you and Nance’s apartment, I can’t complain." 


"Ah." Jonathan was quiet. Steve started loading items onto the 
conveyor belt. "Here, don't worry, I'll pay." 


"You sure?" Steve said. Jonathan nodded, avoiding his gaze. 


He'd fucked up. He'd completely and totally fucked up. He should've 
thought twice about saying that, planned to say something else 
instead of just letting his brain run off like that. 


The cashier was a young girl, probably in high school or just out. She 
smiled as she asked Jonathan if he wanted a rewards card, pushed 
the stack of bags closer to Steve as he loaded the groceries, and gave 
them a stack of coupons with the receipt. Steve thanked her on the 
way out, waving as he returned the cart. 


He'd almost forgotten the heat in the cool air of the store, and all the 
nice effects of the air conditioning for the past 20 minutes were gone 
the second he stepped outside. He'd never understood why there was 


a place called Death Valley until he'd moved to Glendale. Maybe if 
Nancy and Jonathan kicked him out, he could go someplace cooler, 
like Oregon or a little log cabin in the northernmost point of Alaska. 


The groceries went in the back seat, where the shade from the seats 
would keep them a few degrees cooler, and Steve returned the cart as 
Jonathan started the car up. The drive home was silent, Steve 
glancing at Jonathan’s face every few seconds to see the same 
confused frown. It was a little unrealistic to hope they could just 
move past his comment and he could continue pining for Jonathan 
and Nancy from a distance, and he was dreading the conversation 
when they got home. 


That’s obviously why Jonathan hadn’t said anything yet. He was 
waiting to get back to Nancy, tell her that he was a creep, and they 
could both kick him out together. Steve would if he was them. 


He walked slowly up the apartment, following Jonathan up the stairs. 
Each step seemed to bring him closer and closer to a panic attack. He 
was already organizing a mental list of he’d take with him when he 
entered the apartment. 


“Finally!” Nancy appeared in the doorway, the handheld pressed to 
her shoulder. “Mike’s been talking for an hour, someone please take 
over. I have a paper due tomorrow.” 


“Just hang up, we have to talk.” Jonathan set the bags on the counter 
and pulled out a chair at the kitchen table. Steve tentatively took the 
seat across from him as Nancy hurried through goodbyes with Mike 
and hung up. 


“What’s going on?” Nancy asked, sitting down in the last spot. 


“We have an open communication rule here. And that means that we 
need to have...open communication. And open communication 
means, uh, open communication.” Jonathan folded his hands and 
finally looked up at Steve. “You live here too. I don’t care that it’s 
only me and Nance on the lease. It’s your apartment too. You can 
complain about anything. Please complain actually, we don’t want 
you feeling uncomfortable.” 


“Huh?” Steve stared at him. That had been unexpected. “Wait is this 
about me saying it’s not my apartment, I can’t complain? That’s what 
you’ve been frowning about?” 


“Yea.” Jonathan said. “What did you think it was about?” 


“The, well, the other part of that conversation!” Steve sat back, 
crossing his arms. “That’s the part you should be frowning about!” 


“Someone explain what’s going on, please,” Nancy said, tapping on 
the table to get their attention. Steve looked at Jonathan expectantly. 


“Uh, we were joking around, Steve said he could hear us having sex 
sometimes, and then said he can’t complain about it.” 


“Which was partially a joke, by the way,” Steve interjected. “I know I 
can complain, I do it a lot.” 


“Okay.” Nancy held her hands up. “So Jonathan is worried about you 
saying you can’t complain, and you think he should be worried about 
you hearing our activities?” Steve and Jonathan nodded. “Why?” 


“Because I’d be weirded out if I were you two.” Steve shrugged. “I 
wouldn’t like my girlfriend’s ex hearing us having sex.” 


“What if I don’t care?” Jonathan asked. Steve looked at him, 
wondering if the heat had finally gotten to his head. “Seriously, what 
if don’t? It doesn’t mean anything.” 


“What if it did?” Steve said. Silence fell. He picked at a scab on his 
knee, waiting for a response. Jonathan should be mad at him. That’s 
how it was supposed to go—he stupidly says something about his 
crush on them, they get mad, he leaves and tries to move on. It’s 
what happened with him and Nance, when they broke up. He said 
something stupid, she got mad and left, he tried and failed to move 
on. 


“What does that mean?” Nancy asked slowly. Steve shrugged again. 


“I mean, what if it does mean something? What if I don’t leave the 
apartment because I don’t want to?” The opening for him to confess 
had appeared, the cat half out the bag, and now he was going to 


dump the cat out and rip up the bag and maybe burn a bridge while 
he was at it. “What if I still had feelings for you Nance, huh? What 
if,” the muscle in his jaw jumped as he bit down and forged ahead, 
“What if I’ve started having feelings for you too Jonathan? What 
then?” 


He watched the shock and realization spread across their faces as 
they turned to each other, exchanging looks in a silent conversation. 
Probably planning to kick him out now, as they should. 


“I can’t believe you sometimes.” Nancy laughed, shaking her head. 
“Steve, we know. You’re not very subtle. I’m just glad you have the 
courage to tell us.” 


“You knew?” Steve’s eyes widened. He started going back through 
every interaction he’d had with either of them that he could 
remember, wondering where they’d seen it. “And you still let me 
stay?” 


“We’re not in high school anymore,” Jonathan said. Steve scoffed, 
muttering about pointing out the obvious. “It’s not a big deal. You 
like us. Both of us. And me and Nancy have been talking. We kind of 
like you too.” 


“Excuse me?” That was impossible. Nancy had broken up with him 
years ago. She’d made it very clear she didn’t love him back then. 
He’d been an absolute jerk to Jonathan before all of the Upside Down 
stuff. How on Earth could either of them of like him? “You what?” 


“We like you too. We’ve been doing a bunch of research on this kind 
of thing, actually. Jonathan wanted to tell you ages ago but I made 
him wait until I was finished with this class. I guess that plan didn’t 
entirely work.” 


“Okay, wait a minute.” Steve leaned on the table, pinching the spot 
between his eyebrows. He could feel a headache coming on. “You’re 
telling me that not only are you guys completely fine with me in love 
with you, you actually feel something back? Am I awake right now?” 


He knew he was, there was no way his brain had conjured the heat 
outside, but it certainly didn’t feel that way right now. 


“Yes that’s right,” Jonathan said, nodding. “Like Nance said, we’ve 
been doing research.” 


“And what has your research told you?” Steve asked, empathizing 
research, wondering when they'd been doing all this. 


“Polyamory is when multiple people are in a consensual relationship. 
There’s a lot of different forms and webs of who’s with who. For us, it 
would ideally be a triangle. Everyone’s involved with everyone.” 
Jonathan made it sound so simple. Nothing like the crazy emotions 
Steve was feeling right now. 


“So, you’re serious?” Steve looked at both of them. “There’s a 
solution to this where everyone’s happy?” 


“Yes,” Nancy said, reaching out and grabbing his hand. “We like you, 
you like us. We got lucky you like us.” 


“Oh you’re the lucky ones?” Steve laughed, barely able to believe this 
was happening. “Wrong, I’m the lucky one. I’m so the lucky one.” 


“Whatever.” Jonathan smiled at him. “It won't be easy but we’re 
willing to try. What do you say?” 


“Yea, absolutely!” Steve laughed again, squeezing Nancy’s hand. 
“Just give me a bit to process and then we can start talking about 
how this will work and everything.” 


“Okay,” Nancy said, smiling. “Now, if that’s all, I really have to work 
on this paper.” 


“Go! Shoo!” Steve and Jonathan waved her off, yelling 
encouragement as she left the kitchen. Time felt like it had stopped 
briefly during that conversation, but now it was going again. All of 
that had really happened. It wasn’t the direction Steve thought his 
day would take, but he wouldn’t change it for anything. 


“I think I’m going to work on my book now,” he said, standing up. He 
had the perfect idea for the next chapter. 


“Have fun,” Jonathan said, starting to put away the groceries. “Wait!” 
Steve paused. Jonathan grabbed his hand, pulling him in and lightly 


kissing his cheek. Steve’s brain froze, the skin tingling where 
Jonathan’s lips had been. “Been wanting to do that forever.” 


“Uh,” Steve blinked rapidly, processing the kiss. He snapped back to 
reality and pulled Jonathan into a hug. “Thank you.” 


“Of course,” Jonathan said, before pushing him away. “It’s too hot for 
that much contact right now.” 


“Agreed,” Steve said, fanning the front of his shirt and opening the 
fridge for a nice blast of cold air before getting to work. He stopped 
in his tracks, staring at the shelf in front of him. “Shit!” 


“What?” Jonathan asked, leaning around to look inside. Steve 
slammed it shut and groaned, already dreading the second trip to the 
store. 


“We forgot the milk!” 


